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ON AN OLD SONG.

Little snateh of ancient song.
What has made thee live so jong?
ving on thy wings of rhyme
«zhtly down the depths of time,
elling nothing strange or rare,
Bearce u thought or lmage there,
Nothing but the old, old tale
Of & hapless lover's wail;
Offspring of some idle hour,
Whence has come thy lusting power?
By I‘hll{ turn of thythm or phrase,
By whal subtle. curcless gruce
Can thy music charm our ears
After fuil three bnndred years?

Little song, =ince thon wert born

In the reformution morn,

How much great has past away,
Shattered or by slow deeny!

Stately piles in ruing crumbled,
Lordly houses lo=t or humbled,
Thrones nnd renlms in durkness hurled,
Noble faps forever furied,

Wisest schemes by statesmen spun,
Time has scen them one by one
Like the leaves of autumn fall—

A little song outlives them all.

There were mighty scholars then
With the =low, Inborious pen
Piling up their works of learning,
Men of sold, decp disecrning,
Widely famous as they taught
Hystems of connected thought
Destined for all future ages:

Now the cobweb hinds thelr pages,
All noread their ““-:I?I“w lie
Moldering so peaceably,

Coffined thoughts of coffined men,
Never more to stir again

in the passion and the strife,

In the Beeting forms of life;:

All their foree and meaning gone
A= the stream of thouht iows on.

Art thou weary, little song,

Flying through the workl so long?
Canst thou on thy fairy pinions
Cloave the future’s dark dominions?
And with musie soft nod clear
Charm the yet unfashloned var,
Mingling with the things unborn
When perchance another morn
Great as that which gave thee birth
Duwns upon the changing earth?

It may be =0, for all arouod

With a heavy crashing sound,

Like the ice of polar seas

Moelting in the summer hreoze,
Signs of chunge are puthering fast,
Nutions breaking with their past.

The pulse of thought is beating quicker,
The lnmp ol fate begins 1o ficker,
T'he ancient reverence decayvs

With form: aml types of other days;
And old beliefs grow funt nnd few
A4 knowledge molds the world anew,
And seatters far and wide the seeds
Of uther hopes and other ereed=;
Amd all in vain we =cek to trace

The fortunes of the coming race,
Some with tear sl some with hope,
None enn en=t {t= horoscopo.

Vap' rous lamp or rising star,

Muanv n light is soon afar,

Al dim, shupeless figures Joomn

All around us in the gloom —

Forees that iy rise and reign

As the old idewls wane.

Landmarks of the humnn mind

e by one are lelt belimd,

And asubtle chunge is wrought

In the mold and cast of thamehit;

Moddes of reasoning pass wway,

Types of bheauty lose their swav,

Croeds nnid cavses that bave made

Many noble ves must fnde;

And the words thut thrilled of old

Now seem hopelo<<, dead and eald:

Frney's rainbow tints are Uying,

Thoughts, like men, are slowly dying;

Al things perish, and the sipongest

Often do not Inst the longest;

The stutely ship t< <0en ne more,

The Irasile skilf attuins the shore:

And while the great and wise deeay,

And nll thelr trophies puss away,

Eome suididen thought, some cureless rhyme,

Etill Houts above the wroeks of time.
—Muacmillan’s Magazine.
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IN A BLIZZARD.

How “Fisherman" Tim’'s Truthful-
ness Was Vindicated.

“Yes, there's been lotz of storms "long
about Christmas time late years,” bezan
“Fisherman™ Tim: *“and speakin® of
'em reminds me of one out in Dakota;
le's see. it must be ten years ago this
Christmus —"

*Ah, come now!™ interposed «Skep"
Thompson, <o ealled from his consistent
disbelief in everything, from *Fisher-
man”’ Tim's stories up to what the
parson  preached on Sunday: *come,
now, if you must tell a siory, Tim, draw
it wild.  The last fish story was “most
too big. Jest for once give us some-
thing reason’ble.”

Tim had been relating an experience
of his which had oceurred while he had
been sharking in the Sonth Pacitie. His
preudoaym of <Fisherman™ had boen
derived from his alleged  adventures
among the finny tribes of those distant
waters, which adventures being of a
Kind entirely unfamiliar to the dwellers
in the small Wisconsin town in which
Tim was now residing. were eonsidered
by them tp be largely the product of
the “Fisherman's” imagination.  Still,
they were intervsting, and even <Skep™
Thompson, the very loudest to  de-
nounce their fictitous character, was
sure to bo around whenever Tim was
known to be in a story-telling mood
Tim himself always ‘protested that
everything which he related was strietly
true.

“Some day,” he would remark, *von
fellows will find out that vou've been
abiusin® me. One of the South Sea
Islanders or somebody else will happen
along this way. and you'll feel pretty
mean o think how you've gone for me
and my yarns all these years.”

But such speeches as these were con-
silered as only a partof Tim’s stock-in-
trade, and as further exhibiting his skill
in the art of lvine.

On this particular night—a  certain
bitter cold Christmas Eve not manv
years amp—a little knot of men were
assembled around the glowing stove in
Titus Perrin’s store. Titus Perrin's
store was the main sonrce of the crea-
ture comforts of the litle village, and
ailso the usual stamping-grround for the
more reputable portion of the towns-
people during the winter evenings. No
diquor was #old there, and Titus Per-
rin's wife, a “smart,” and not unrefined
woman, who kept her husband's books
with eare and aLilit_v. was always sit-
ting at her desk in the eorner at such
times, making the atmesphere of the
place distinetly purer and more whole-
some for her presence.

They bsd succeeded in “waking up"
*Fisherman®™ Tim at an early hour of
the evening. It was eold and stormy,
as Tim bad intimated: and ss the
raitling blasts shook the little store th
had listened with esgerness—but wi
more incredulity than ever—to one of
his familiar shark stories. Tim's pic-
ture of the warm Southern seas, in which
m:'u dove mﬂu of ;aat. and
and cut up all sorts of antics, was ut-
terly incomprehensible in 8 Wisconsin

winter, the thermometer at ten de-

Even Mrs. Titns
in, the sole who ever im-
plidtghbeiiared im, had had to admit
that particular story was a trifle
p.""  She usually asserted, as in-
creasing Tim's credibility, that he was
one of lucky people of whom it
might be said. as of one of Mrs. Whit-
ney's well-known characters, that
“where he was, things happened,™
which was the reason why he always
had so many strange adventures to tell.
Even the expression of her doubt in this
instanes was lemz‘ered with charity.

“I think it miglt be true Tim," she
had added. *You always pay vour
bills and keep vour promises, and I al-
ways try to belicve such men till they
are proved false.”

*Beats all what women will swaller!”
langhed *-Skep” Thompson.

Mrs. Titns Perrin’s sister, Mrs. Hard-
away, who had just arrived in town to
pay her s'ster a visit, after many vears’
absenee in the far West. had brought
her sewing in from the living room be-
hind the store to keep her sister com-
pany. Her son. a boy of sixteen or
seventeen, who had atrended her on
her journey. was among the group of
men nround the stove.  Mrs, Hardaway
evidently did not agree with her sister,
and she now took oveassion to say so.

I didn’t believe it," she remarked.
coldly. *It's just as hard for some
women to swallow lies as it is for some
men."’

They all lnughed.

“Yes, 1 suppose s0." said “Skep"
Thompson. *But Tim here counts
most too wuch on everybody's ability to
swaller.  You cdn talk, Tim—I'Il own
vou're glib as if yon'd bren to colleze,
and hang me if Idon't rather enjoy
hearin® you on the whole. But you
misn't expect us to believe you, that's
all.™

“All right.” salid “Fisherman' Tim.
with imperturbable good nature. *I
don’t know as I ean expect an igno-
ramus Lke yon, Skep. to understand
these yarns, It's like tellin® a blind
man about colors, or those fellows
down there where 1 used to be about
ice. They never wounld believe that
there could be such a thing. But, good-
ness knows, T don't want to talk any
more. My tongne’s downright tired.”

(), no!™" said Titus Perrin. encourag
ingly: “yon were going to say some
thing about Dakota. That's a chanze.
Mavbe Skep eould onderstand that.
He's been to Dakota himself. Let's
have it.”

The men. after cracking a few more
jokes at Tim’s expense, gradually as-
sumed o listening attitde, and that
oraele proceeded.

“Yousee, Lem Schroeder—he was a
Minnesota man I used to know-—and [
were up north, prospeetin®,. It was
just after I came back from the tropies.
I knew I was growin’ old, and [ didn't
want (o die down there, so Iwascomin®
north to settle.  Lem was a peddler,
and he had a good team, so, as we ped-
ded nlong the way, we hadn’t been at
much expense, and we'd had a pretty
good time. It was late in September
when we set ont, and when it got into
November, and pretty squally, we both
thought we'd better be gettin® back to
his place.  Just then Lem took sick—
hard sick, too.

**Never mind,” says he. ‘Yon take
the cart and go off for a few days'—
there was quite & lot of goods left—
‘and by the time you get back I'll be
all right.*

“Well, there was a good farmer's
wife up there promised t¢ see to him,
and [ went off; but when I came back
he wasn't any better, and the wecks
went on, and still he dido't get well.
The snow got deep, and Irather thonght
we'd better winter up there, 't nothin'
would do for Lem bui he must go home:
s0, nssoon as he pot pretty strong
again, we started.  We'd planned it so
that we could get from one place to an-
other pretty comfortable every dav, and
if there was a storm we'd put up till it
blew over.

“It was Christmas mornin' when we
started, before light, and elear and
enld as a piece of ice. The sun ecame
out, thongh, after awhile. bright enongh.
The snow weas deep, but it was  packed
havd, and we drove over the smooth
praivie like mad. At noon we stopped
for dinner at a farmer's numed Perkins,
but we didn” want to lose much time
such a good day. so we were on  the
road agiin shortly after one.

“It was nlong about half-past two
when, ull of a sudden, Lem looked oft
ai the sky bebind us, and, savs he,
*What in thunder is that black elond?

—aad, sure enough, right back of us
was 4 big elond: and vet not a eloud
neither, a sort of a darkness, more like
—xyou know how it looked if you've
ever been in a regular blizzard —and it
wasn't creepin’, it was comin’ ulong
faster than any express train you ever
saw.  We whipped up as lively as we
could. and Lem headed for alittle house
that we counld just see way off on the
sky-line. But the cloud was goin’ about
a hundred times as fast as we were, and
it wasn't fifteen minutes before we
knew it wasn't any use, our tearin’
along 0.  So far as we saw, we had ot
to stand and take it the best way we
could.

“It grew darker and darker around

us, 1ill it was ull a kind of a twilizht
but once in awhile this twilight would
sorter lift Uke, and then we could sse
two or three clumps of trees there were
in sight, and the little honse oif on the
skv line, full six miles away, and they
looked white, as if they were made of
snow. I've heard since that that sort
of thing is common in blizzarls, but I
dida't know it then, and we both
thought it was mighty queer.
_ “There seemed to be a sort of gather-
in" up of the air all the while, I couldn’t
think of anything only that there was< a
great giant close by us, puttin® ali the
a’r there was into abig bagsvoasto
fling it vut on us aftesward in awful
winds. What made it seem more like
this was that it grew close. sorter suf-
focgtin'-like. made it hard for us to
bregthe, and the whole thing mads us
feel afraid: just as I used to when I was
a little shaver and they shut me up in
the dark.

“I guess my face was as white as
Lem’s—and it couldn’t have been much
whiter, poor fellow!- when he turned
round to me, and, sa3s be, ‘Tim.” says
iie, ‘it’s oo us. We ean't reach the

below  zero.

hand and shook it. *0), my God! says
he, ‘we can't stand this! Good-bye,
Tim; give 'em my love if you ever get
home." I didn't say anything like that;
I was dazed-like, and, besides, I badn't
been sick, and I supposed 1 felt a little
stronger."

*Gust number two struck us before
we were fairly over the first one. The
cart swayed and toppled, and we both
jumped down and cut the horses loose,
just as the cart fell over, and went to
smash, and everything in it blew out of
sight quicker'n a wink. The horses
galloped off before the wind. snortin’
and kickin', and I never saw "em again.

**We sorter Jay down on the snow and
cawzht hold of each other. but the next
whirl that eame separated us. and poor
Lem was gone, the first 1 knew. I sup-

he was killed, for he has never

cen seen or heard of from that day. 1

don’t know why I wasn't carried oft

the same way. I tell you that wind

was something—well—awful.  There

isn't any word I know, though, that
begins to express it.”

*No.” put in Mrs. Hardaway, at this
point, a3 though she had spoken with-
out meaning it, in her absorption in
Tim’s parrative. **No, it’s worse than
awful. I'be been there; I know how it
is.

Tim's countenance lighted up, and a
noticeable inerease of respect for his
story was indicated upon the face of his
auditors. It seemed at least to be
brought down to the level of probability
by Mrs. Hardaway's impulsive words.

“Yes, it is worse than awful,” went
on Tim, after a moment, “and it had a
coldness in it that seemed somehow to
take the heart right out of me. Maybe
some of you have felta good strong
earthquake shock, and you know how
sorter weakly that makes you feel.
Well, this gave me just such a feeling
as I've had in earthquakes: and this
just dilln't let up in a little while, as the
fiest two did, it just kept right on a
whirlin' apd a blowin’, as if it wasn't
ever goin” to let up. It blew me overthe
snow like a feather. but, as luck would
have it, it didn’t take me up in the air
us I've heard it does take men some-
times: I lodged against an uncommon
high pile of snow, and there I Iay, nearly
frozen to death. I washavin® a regular
hand-to-hand fight with the storm.
when all of a sudden the clond of snow
that was over me sorter tore in two.
and I conld see a honse, or a part of
one, half tipped over, and not a dozen
rods away from me. T knew inaminute
that it mnst be the little honse that Lem
and I had seen ofl on the skyv-line.”

*0—h—h!" eried <Skep” Thompson.
“Le's sea! that house was six miles oft
at last aceounts.”

I don’t eare!” insisted Tim, stoutly.
**When that snow-clond sorter broie |
could have thrown a stone, if I'd had
one, and hit that house, weak as I was.
It was secin’ that that ronsed me up. It
really seemed to give me couraze, and
[ erept along toward it on all fours.
Such a hash s there was! There were
pieces of a pigsty and a hen-coop: and,
as troe as I live, if there wasn’t part of
i baby's cradle!

*“Lord!" thinks I, <where's the
baby? Cae it be that father and
mother and children have all been
killed ?

*I managed to get up alongside of
the hen-coop, and there I had to stop.
It scemed as if T lay there an hour.
though likely it wasn't ba'f as long as
that. My ears were full of a ringin’,
and my eve-balls, and all of me, for that
matter, ached so with the cold toat I
felt as though 1 would ra‘her die than
not—when, all of a sudden, as I was a
lyin’, stupid-like, side of the hen-coop.
the wind stilled down a little, and 1
heard a noise of eryin’. Then the wind
come up again, and then there was an-
other hush, and then eome up that little.
wailin’, baby's ery again. It was a
baby's ery, and no mistake, and it did
seem to me, even if 1 was all used up,
as if I couldn’t let a little baby die out
in that eold without trving to save it.
So T just gatherad up afl my strength.
and tried to make for the noise. Two
or three times [ keeled over, with my
eves and ears and nose full of snow,
thongh I had been tied np and bundled
up it to Kill when we started out; but.
at last, after I'd felt and felt around in
the blindin® storm and darkness, I fonnd
her.  She was a little thisg, couldn’t
have been more than six moaths old,
and her little dress was jammed in
nnder the side of the house. It was a
m'racle she hadn’t been jammed in
there, too, bit bein® so elose under the
edge was all that had saved her, for
the house was stuck in so tight it
conldn't move, and it sorter protected
her from the storm. O, she was a
white, pretty little thing!—not a serap
of a hood or anything on her head, her
little thin dress a-freezin® on her, and
her little baby hair all stiff with ice.
She was "most gone, I could see that,
but 1 managed to nndo my fur coat, and
tear her driss out from under the house,
and then I hugged her up and covered
her as close as | conld with the coat.
O, but she was pleased! She snnggled
down, that little thing! tight up to me,
and sighed long, sobinn’ sighs, and shut
up her pretty little eves, as quiet and
contented-like as if she was taking a
nice little nap.

“Then came the worst time of all.but
the pieee of the house that jutted over
us stood lirm. I don’t know how long
this lasted. for it took my senses clear
away. There seemcd to be a noise in
my head like twenty locomotives all
lettin” off steam at onee, and that was
the last I knew. I reckon I never was
so near the Valley of the Bhadow of
Death | was just then.”

Tim paused a moment, mopped his
face vigorously, and resumed.

“But that last clap was the end of it,
and I seemed to come to after awhile,
w th a sound of singin’ somewhere near
me. I started a littls before T thought
of the baby, and then I felt her lyin’
heary acd eold inside of my coat.

« ‘Wake up, litile kid!" says I. “The
storm’s gone down and here we are.
May be we'll find your folks, but if we
can't, Unele Tim’ll look out for
vou. Wake up!’

“;l kissed and kissed her“ﬁ‘dtﬂie face,
it was growin’ lighter ighter.
so that I eonld nlﬂo- My#ud
sorter tender-like she looked; put she
never moved. Her heart had
beatin’. i
dead.”
Tim stopped

«But the singin’?"' eaid one, inquir-
ingly.

*Yes, I was goin® to tell you about that
singin’. “mn'g:uod Tim.
a-hearin' it and a-hearin’ it. and fina
1 laid the baby down, careful-like, un-
der the edge of the house, and weat
huntin’ around for thet singin’. The
sky was as clear asa bell now, but 1
could see the snow-cloud whirlin® along
down the prairie, and I knew they were
ketchin® it further on. I peeked into
the house, but that was pretty much
broke up. The whole thing had sep-
arated, so far as [ could jndge, imo two
or three parts. and it didn't take me
long to see whoever that was singin’
wasn't in there. 1 poked along—I
reckon it was in a erazy sorl of way,
for I was about dragzed out—when, all
of a sudden, I came to the top of a big
hogshead. It was planted sorter side-
ways in the snow, and packed in hard
as a rock. A little piece was smashed
out of it mear the top, and the nearer
toit I came the surer I was that the
singin’ came out of that. I peeked in
at the hole, and, sure enouzh. there was
a little boy. all mnfiled upin a bed-
quilt, and he was singin' away as chip-
per as you please. saw in a minute
that the hogshead had come down on
him as< he had been lvin® or a-crouchin’
down on the snow.""

“0, come now!' drawled *Skep"
Thompson, with the air of-a man who
has borne all that counld ibly be ex-
pected of him. and refuses to endure
anything farther.

*It's a fact,”” wenton Tim, inflexibly.
“It sounds biz, but it is astese as
preachin’ that that hogshead had come
down on that little fellow and been
drove into the snow too deep to be
moved again, and there, covered up
with his bed-quilt and under: that hogs-
head. that little chap had st it
through all of that storm. I wish 1
could think what it was he was singin’
—an old tune. Maybe you'd believe
me if I conld think what it was. It'sa
Christian tune, too. Queer I can’t think
of it."

*-Awful queer,” said “Skep' Thomp-
son, with uan incredulous laungh, in
which some of the others joined.

“It wasn't,” began the Hardaway
hoy, with some agitation—*it wasn't
like this, was it?" and he lifted up ¢
pure boyish veice in two lines of the
old hymn—

“Hrighlest and best of the sons of the morn-

Ing,
Dawn on ourdarkness and lend us thine ald™

T'm staod listenine to -him in a
speechless transport of amazement.

“It was, though!" he eried en-
thusinstically, as the boy concluded.
“Why, were vou—it cant be—how did
you happen——"

“Yes, but T was, though," said the
boy, his face flushed, and his voicu
shaking. I thought I knew what yvon
were talkin® about, all along, but |
thought I'd wait till you got through
before I said anything. Our hou-e was
blown away just like that in Dakota ten
years ago this Christmas. My little
sister was killed, but my father amd
mother were saved by crawling into a
hayv-stack that had got stuck in a drift,
and a hogshead fell on me. in just the
way you told abont, and saved me. |
remember it all—well. There wasa
man there who dug me out, and you
must be the man."

“I never!” +“Have to give in?"
~Beats alll” cried the men, in aston-
ished chorus.

*¥ou can ask my mother, if yon don’t
believe me,” said the boy. I reckon
she believes him, now.”

They turned toward the place where
Mrs. Hardaway had been sitting. but.
unobserved amid the excitement of the
last few moments, she had fallen on the
tloor, apparently overcome by the re
collections induced by Tim's realistic
recital. and there she iav in a dead faint.

*Fisherman’ Tim’s truthfulness was
vindicated at last.—Kate Uplon Clark,
in Ulrristiun Union.

AN UNLUCKY PROPHET.

How an Itallan Seer Was Treated When
He Frophesied Fulsely.

An Italian “hermit™ has recently ex-
perienced in his own person the wisdom
of the maxim which runs “never proph-
esy unless you know.” ‘This “hermit’*
had somchow or other acquired the
reputation of being able to divine the
future, even to the foretelling of (he
numbers which wonld win peizes at the
next lottery draw. Upon being eon-
sulted by a farmer of Avellino named
Tozzi, the hermit hadl the impradence
to select three numbers, and it unfortu-
nately happened that when the draw
took place these numbers all won
prizes.  This fact soon became known,
and the hermit’s modest cell was be-
siezed by the whole popnlation of the
distriet, who believed that at last the
philosopher's stone had been discov-
ered.  But the hermit’s good Inck was
not destined 1o he renewed, and after
the peasants had been redueed to beg-
mary by “follcwiag™ the holy man's
“tips,” several of them determined to
have their zevenge upon him.  Tozzi,
the man who had won in the first in-
stance, ont had lost all his winnings haeck
with heavy interest. took the lead in this
conspiracy, and the hermit was en-
trapped into a lonely house, where
severnl of his vietims had assembled.
They proceeded to break both his arms
with an iron bar, placed him in an
empty cask, and took him into the
house of Tozzi himself, where he was
locked up in a barn and had his wonnd:-
roughly dressed by a village barber.
Altogether he remained three months in
captivity, with nothing but straw to l'e
upon, and little to eat, and he would
probably have diedin the barn if chance
bad not put the police on the track ol
his persecutors, ten of whom have been
arrested and are hahnu! to be tried. ]'I'
is fortunate for the s ing “*prophets
at home that fnilnr?ﬂ doézs not entail
such conseguences as these.—London
News.

—Roller skates were invented by that
very ingenious man, Gabriel Ravel. of
the Ravel Pantomimists, and *“The
Skaters of Wilna'' performed at Niblo's
Garden over forty years ago. A smart
Yankee by the name of Plympton canght
on the idea, and somehow not many

g&mpﬂenu here and in
them and realized a for-

his ; and some of his soditors were
n-;,;:nslyhmyw&drm X

tune. As far as [ can see and remem-
hrthniun:xlln_ alunﬂnrn
Graphic -

BIBLIO-KLEPTOUMANWIACS.

e

*If I find yon stealing my hooks again,
I'll have you locked up. Get out. now,
quick! and don’t let me see you in here
wn'll

The speaker was a bookseller, who
thus addressed a nicely dressed, vener-
able looking old man.

“Steal it? Why, bless you, of course
he meant to steal it,”" he said. *“We
have those fellows come here so often
and carry off our books without being
caught, that when we do cateh them at
it we want to call the police, and I sup-

we onght to do so, but we don's

e find so many people who are thor-
oughly honest in other respects, who
will steal books, that we are apt to be-
come suspicious of everybody after be-
ing in this business awhile. Why, only
a short time ago & clergyman was ar-
rested right here in Boston for book-
stealing. You don't hear of all the
cases that we do, for, you ace, when we
catch a party steali he is always
anxious to pay for the books and hush
up the matter. Do we settle in this
way? O.Ises. we let mmmﬂ{ them go,
althou sn we te
them. gth tm takes & gnodwd::lnd
time and trooble to bother about the

courts ting. I have seen all
kinds rwpla come in here and steal
books. Indeed book thieves are almost

always of the so-called respectable
classes, for the ignorant “lower class"
doft't take interest enough in books to

know their value. The ones that
are t are convicted and
branded as thieves, just as if they had
stalen s loaf of or a pocke

the ones that have a good enough social
standing to them out of the scrape
are simply *‘bibliomaniacs.”” It’sapt to
make one cynical and lose all confidence
in humanity when he tinds such cases,

There are several classes of people
that steal books. Some steal the whole
books, while there are others who only
have a mania for fine plates and engrav-
ings. I have known numerous in-
stances of parties who stole simply the
title-pages of rare and valunble books.
Indeced, I have seen one or two bound
books made up entirely of those precious
title-pages. Thus taking out the title-
page from an ancient work of course
makes it worth very manch less. Let me
find a cheap old book and 1'll show you
how they do it, if vou don’t know."

The dealer picked IT a dilapidated
pamphlet and a piece of string. Wet-
ting the string, he opened the pamphlet
and placing the wet string between two
leaves, he closed the pamplet tightly
arain for a few seconds, after which he
drew the string quickly out.  Opening
the book, the pages at the place where
the string had been placed were quite
easily removed, and without the noise of
tearing.

*Now, yon see how they take out en-
gravings, sitle-pages, ete. By the way
—speaking of this mania for stealing
title-pages, 1 onght to tell you that in
London there is a man (in the British
museum, [ think he is), who has con-
siderable to do making title-pages for
old bhooks that are mutilated in this
way.
**Another trick that book-thieves
make use of is to have exira pockets
made in their coats. Of course, when
we find these fellows with extra pockets,
scemingly made for the purpose of
making book-stealing a business, we
have no pity on them. We just hand
them over to the police, but there are
very few who go to work systematically
to steal books. A good many who buy
light literature at news depots, it is said,
roll two books together and carry them
when they have oaly paid for oge."'—
Boston Globe.

—_——n

SLEEVES.

The Fashlons In These Feminine Adjanots
aa Indicated in Metropolitun Joarnals,
Sleeves have underzone no change

for high-necked dresses. For evening,

however, they are made in seversl ways.

There is the mere strap, fermed of the

ruching, or band of flowers which

trims the neck of the Grecian bodies
and which requires an arm of marbie
to do it justice; then there is the

fichu sleeve, which looks liks a tiny.

bandkerchief puffed over the shoulders
and fastened at each gide of the arm-
hole at the top of the bodice. This
sleeve is intended to match 1he chem-
isette or tucker under the dress bodice.
A third sleeve is a half sleeve of white or
black lace, according to the eslor of the
dress. This sleeve formstwo vandykes,
which are buttoned together over the
arm. thus eovering only the under part
of the arm. Itis most beeoming. Then
comes the armlet sleeve, which has the
usual shoulder-strap und a second band
midway between the shoulicr and
elbaw.  And, finally, there is the epan-
lette sleeve, with the epaulette made of
bows of ribbon, or lace, or fringe.
Aceordeon  plaiting bids fair to be
very popularfor both walting and home
dresses this spring. It s one of those
fashions which starile at first and then
become universally in favor at their
second appearance.  Train skirvis are
even being accordeon plaited and they

ae extremely preity.—lbdade!phia
Times.
—_—— - e
Sweet Things.

“Sweet things are very bad for yon.
dear,” s4'd a fond mother to ber little
six-year-old boy, who had the end of a
fast waning stick of candy in his moath.

“And is sweet things bad for papa,
too?"" asked the innocent ehild, releas-
ing the stick from his m-ath for only
8o instant.

*Yes." said the mother

] thouzht so.” replied the hov. as
the last end of the stick disappeared,

“Why did {ou think 50, my boy?"’

“Becanse he always goes out when
you begin 1o sing ‘Sweet Violets.” ™

1f that boy lives he may manipulate
the bongs some night.— Yonkers States-

man. VI 4L e

—All the Massechusetts towns and
cities are obliged to give schaol
aad other supplics lo the pu
Boston Post

—The recent death of s

R Do e
is attn to a wound
e the rebellion.
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MISCELLANEOUS.

—The husband and son of Mrs. Laurs.
Mellick, of Staten Islend. were ull’:
an insane as two ago.
cently llu.mk lmf::‘: other chil-

w
now in the retreat.— N, ¥. Tribune.

—The professional sword swallower

does not pursue his business, as is sup-
with i ity. A sword swal-

ower recently died of hemorrhage in

an English hospital, and the

opinion seems to be that all of these men

trifle with and shorten their lives.—XN.,

¥. Herald.

—A yvoung woman in Scotland re-
cently, who had been discarded by one
sweetheart, marricd another one and
then brought an setion for breach of
promise against the first. The magis-
trate before whom the case was
refused to grant the request of the
Foung lady for damages.

—Capt. J. G. Bourke, U, 8. A, of
Gen. Crook’sstaff, at Whipple barracks,
'lnl ah leuom a friend in Omaha, “1::
*I have very aring a
ture entitled ‘With mupr:luMIl the
Sierra Madre,” which I inflicted upon
the unfortunate people of Prescolt the
other night.  You onght to have heard
the snoring. Half the audience was
asleep in twenty minutes. When I
ttated that T would not detain them
longer the applause was deafening.”

—The largest vacuum-pan ever con-
sf.mcte:i::l been made for a San Fran-
cisco ing company. It isa
shaped vmei made from ltelium
cast iron. It is seventeen feet in diame-
ter inside, reaches a height of over forty
feet. and will weigh 140 tons when empty.
It will boil 100 tons of sugar at once. It
contains sixty coils of four-inch copper
pipe. arranged in the form a hollow ia-
verted cone, providing 3,000 square feet
of heating surface.

—Two young men of this town were
taking a pleasant stroll the other even-
ing. A dog suddenly appeared and
came rushing toward them. The ery

“mad dog™ was uttered by both, and
they separated immediately. One
serambled up a tree, and the other
stretehied his legs, and he has long ones,
too, for home. The dog followed in

ursuit; the faster the youth ran, the
aster came the dor. It was nip and
tuci, and the speed of both increased to
the utmost. The youth finally reached
the front gate, rushed in and elosad i
He turned round with a satistied air,
ard found that it was his own dog
waich had been ehasing him insport.—
Hineseille (Ga.) Guazette.

BURNABY.

How the Distinguished Litteratenr Mot His
Fute at Abo-Klen.

Colonel Burnaby hims If, whose every
actici at the time I.saw from a dis-
tance of about thirty yards, rode out
in front of the rear of the left face, ap-
parently to assist two or three of our
skirmishers, who were running in hard
pressed. I think all but one man of
them succecded in reaching our lines.
Bornaby went forward to the men's as-
sistance sword in hand. He told me he
had given to his servant to carry that
double-barrelled shot-gan which he had
used so well amainst the Hadendowas at
El Teb in deference to the noise made
in England by so-called humanitarians
against its use. Had it beea 1n his
hand Burnaby wonld easily have saved
other lives as well as his own, but they
would have been English lives at the
expense of Arabs, As the dauntless
Colonel rode forward on a borrowed
nag—for his own had been shot that
mominﬁ— he put himself in the way of
a sheikh charging down on horseback.
Ere the Arab had elosed with him a
ballet from some one in our ranks, and
not Burnaby’s sword thrust, bronzht the
sheikh beadlong to the ground. The
enemy’s spearmen were close behind,
and one of them suddenly dashed at
Colonel Burnaby, pointng the long
blade of his spear at his throat. Check-
ing his horse and-slowly pulling it back-
wanl. Burnaby leaned forward in his
saddle and parried the Moslem's rapid
and ferocious thrusts; but the length of
the man’s wenpon, eight feet, put it out
of h's power to return with interest the
Aral’s murderous intent. Onee or twice
1 think the Colonel just tonched his man,
anly to make him wmore wary and eager.
The affray was the work of thre:or four
secomls only, for the savaze hovde of
swarthy negroes from Kordofan, and
the straight haired, tawny-comalex-
ioned Arabs of the Bayuda steepe, were
fast closing in upon our square.  Bur-
naby fenced smartly, just as if he were
playing in an assault at arms, and there
wis a mile on his features as he drove
ofl the man's awkwanl points. The
seone was taken in at a glance—with
that lightning instinet which [ have
secn the desert warriors be ore now dis®
play in battle while coming to ose an-
other s aid—by an- Arab, wno, pursuing -
a soldier had passed five paces to Bor-
naby's right and rear. Turning with a
sudden spring. this second Arab run his
spear-point 1nto the Colonel’s rieht
E[I-lllldi!l‘. It was but a <1 zht wound—
enough, though, to eanw Burnaby te
twist aronnd in his saddle 1o deflend
himself from this unexpected acvack.
Before the savage could repeat Nis un-
Inoked-for blow—so near the ranks of
the square was the scene now beng en-
acted—a soldier ran out und drove his
sword-bayonet throuzh the seeond as-
sailant.  As the Englishman  withd ew
the steel, the feroclous Arab wrigrled
arcunid and sought to réach bim. The
eilost was too much, however, even for .
his delrium of hatred against the
Christian, and the rebel reeled and fell,
Brief as was Burnaby's rlan-e backward
at this fatal ep sode, it was long enoneh
to enable the first Arab to deliver his
svear-point full in the brave officer’s
theoat. The blow drove Burnaby out of
his saddlz, bat it required a second one
before he let go hs grip of the reins
and tumbled wpon the groand. Half

:l:e lrmiumabomblm.wrb
blood gusaing in streams from
ed throat the dauntless o

were the wild strokes of a proud. brave

man bard. and he Y
omh:{a‘nd!tﬂihdﬂ_':'ﬂqs;lg
The hero'e soldier who sprang to
rescue ;rs. I.'“"'-Iﬂ” M": the
—lmnwhi-gnhukh&phum
in the ranks.—Cor
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